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Obe pꝛudentlie to ponder pꝛouerbes of olde, 

| M bor that ſeldome oꝛ when commeth the better. 
: Wyth diuers other tales as J haue herd tolde 
That the nigher the bone, the lleche is much lweter, 
Thus a louer of late ſente me his letter 

Therfoze let al my friendes ſaye what they can, 


J wyl haue to my hulbande a ſeruing man. 


The ſyght of ſeruing men doth my herte good 
When them beholde, and wot ye well why 
Bicauſe they be luſtie and ful of yonge bloude 
Stronge and nymble,and very quicke of eye 
Clene,bzaue in apparel,and made pzoperlye, 
 Wherfoze let father and mother ſaye what they can, 
A wyl haue to my huſband aſeruing man. 


My father and mother geueth me exhoztacton 

That if euer their good wylles J wyl haue 

To take a man of ſome good occupacton, - 

Oꝛ els ſome ryche tarmoures ſonne, ſubſtaunce to ſaue 
Thus upon me dayly they do crane, 

But let them bothe ſaye what they can, 

A wyl haue to my hulbande a ſeruing man. 


Seruinge men that be gentle and wyce 

Can lacke no ſeruice, noꝛ liuyng at all, 

Though one of an hundꝛed luche be geuen to byce 
Shuld the reſidue of them be hated all, 

No by laint marte,come of it what ſhall 

Andlet my friendes do and ſaye what they can, 

I wyl haue to my hulbande a ſeruing man. 


Seruyng men honeſte, are greatly commended 
Of Loꝛdes and Ladies,and ofgentelmen kyne, 
Though loutes with ſeruing men be offended 
pet wyl not J from their company declyne, 
Foz J truſt and hope one ot them to be myne 
Let my friendes do and ſaye what they can, 

J wyl haue to my huſband a ſeruyng man. 


Seruing men euer be iocunde and mery 

Whether they haue litle oz muche in their purſe, 
And of good companie they are neuer wearie : 
Anda woman they loue as a childe dothe the nurſe, 
One ſeruing man J knowe that loueth me no wozſe 
Wherfoze let all my friendes ſaye what they can, 

I wyl haue to my hulbande a ſeruinge man. 


Seruing men finelie can colly and kyſſe, 
Seruing men featlie can maidens imbzace, 
Fewe ſuche ſeruing men of their purpole can myſſe 


- 


Wherkoze let all the wozlde ſaie what they can, 
I wyll haue to my huſbanda ſeruinge man. 


What yonge men eyther in tobone oz citie 

With them in daliaunce maie compare, 

In entertainement they be excellent wittte, 

God geue them longe lyfe and well to fare 
Thoughe my chaunce be to line in carpe and care 
As my friendes ſaye. vet if that J can, 

I wyl haue to my hulband a ſeruing man. 


Shulde J marie with a boye.a loute,o2 a ſlymme 

A dawcocke, an aſſe, a toyle oz a tacke, 

That wyll not let me go tricke noz trimme 

Noz yet he hym ſelfe, but lyke one in a ſacke, 

And that with al mirth # ſolace wyl grudge # find lacke 
I wyll no ſuche dꝛanes, ſay my friendes what they can, 
But J wyll marrie with the merie good ſeruing man, 


A man is manlie, and to a woman confoztable, 

But a churle oz a nygarde is to women greate wooe 
A ſeruing man beinge grome, oz but page in the ſtable 
With meate to his maiſters owne boꝛde maye go 

When ten times his betters may not do ſo, 

And manie times be thꝛieftie, to pꝛoue this I tan, 


Wherkoꝛe chuld J not marie with a ſeruing man. 


Some men growe ryche, although they do ſpend 
And ſome men ware poze thoughe they do ſpare 
Then why may not a ſeruing man to riches aſſend 
As well in their myꝛthe, as ſome with their care 
The woꝛld now a daies goth round and ſquare, 
Wherfoze J wyl do the beſt that J can, 

To haue to my huſbande a ſeruyng man. 


My mittres liueth a merpe lyfe, 

As moſt women doth foꝛ her degree, 
Although a ſeruing man hath her to wyfe 
And whie may not J do ſo as well as ſhe, 
Ns men on earth do better pleaſe me, 
Nyche oz vnriche, ſaye all what you can, 


A woyll haue to my huſbande a ſeruynge man. 


And tyll that dape douteles be come and gone 
That J quickely be marted to my true loue, 

My flethe wyll pine awaye euen to the bone 
Bitaule my herte from hym wyll not remoue, 
Fare well ſwets ſeruing men by god aboue 

And foz my ſake all you that tipple pot oz canne, ' 
D2ynke freely to the merie good ſeruing man. 
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A wyll haue the lwete,louing,kynde ſeruing man. 2 S8 lane, by Jhon Waley, 


ALF 
©h1Lo2de,how the herte in my bealie doth hope 7 
When J here that ſeruing men be come to towne, 
Dtreight ſome reſoztes to my miſtres choppe 
There mexelte talking, by me ſitting downe, 
Dflouers tame they maye well weare the crobone, 


